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Headache, cotton-mouth, nausea - ugh. Tico opened his eyes only to shut them right away. Light hurt. Good to 


know. 


He hadn't gone drinking last night, had he? No, last night he - uh. He - damn. There was someone in bed with 


him. Someone snoring. 
Nicko. Right. Okay, so if Nicko were there things couldn't be foo weird. 


Wait, scratch that. Things could be incredibly fucking weird with Nicko. Plus, if Nicko were there he definitely 
hadn't gotten smashed last night; he and Nicko never made it out of the room their first night together. 


Which probably meant he was getting sick. Double ugh. He shifted and tightened his arm around Nicko's waist, 
breasts squashing against Nicko's back as he shifted closer. At least he could - 


Wait. Breasts? Tico shifted back a little and looked down. 


He had tits. Tits, and all his chest hair was gone (okay, so that was probably a good thing.) and - oh Jesus, his 
dick was gone. Motherfuck. 


Tico sat up and shook the snoring bastard's shoulder. "Nicko? Nicko, wake the fuck up. Nicko, dammit!" 
"Huhwha?" 

Nicko's voice sounded.different. Higher. And when Nicko rolled over on his back, Tico could see why. 

"Holy shit, those are huge." 

"What the Hell are you - well hello there, those are huge." This was, Tico was sure, a very serious situation, 
and he should probably avoid distraction, but really, no one would blame him for taking a minute or two to, uh, 
lean down and examine Nicko's new features. "Ooh, that's - uh. Tico?" 

"Hm?" Well, they were certainly realistic. 

"Why do | have tits?" 

| have no idea Why question such a good thing though, huh?" 

Nicko grinned and leaned back "Well, | s'pose not, might as well take advantage of the - oh Hell" 

"What?" 


"Where the bloody Hell is me dick?" 


That made him (somewhat reluctantly) stop playing with Nicko's tits and sit back up. "| dunno. Same thing's 
happened to me, though." 


"And you don't see me leaping at you like a bloody dog.” 
‘Only ‘cause | didn't give you a chance." 


Nicko sat up a little, slowly running his eyes over Tico's new body. "Might have a point there, love," he said, 


and reached out to pull Tico close. 


"Nick, we really need to fig - " 

Well, if nothing else, Nicko still kissed the same. Good to know. 

There really wasn't anything they could do right then, anyway. No memory of the night before, nothing else 
that looked out of place to give them any hints - Tico had no goddamned idea where to start and he was sure 
Nicko didn't either. 

So really, there was no good reason not to delay for a little while. But there were several good reasons to stay 
in bed, most of them busy exploring Tico's brand new body, so when he was tugged over to straddle one of 
Nicko's legs, he didn't resist. 

‘Cor, this is weird, innit," Nicko mumbled against Tico's chin, on the way down to his neck 

"Mmhm" 


"Usually I'd have rug burn right now from all your ‘kin fur," he said with a grin. 


"Shut up and get back to what you were doing.” Tico tilted his head back, hair tickling just below his shoulders. 
Christ, his hair hadn't been this long for almost twenty years. 


Nicko's hands were kneading his ass, guiding the motion of his hips as he ground against Nicko's thigh. And fuck, 
that was - fuck. Different, yeah, but the same heat spreading through his body and the same steady building 
of need and Nicko was grinding against his thigh and fuck but it was good. 

And Nicko was kissing down, teasing his tongue along newly-smooth flesh, over the swell of his breast - and 
they were gonna have to discuss pronouns before they did much else - and Tico moaned, arching his back a 
little more, grinding a little harder as Nicko's lips and tongue made their way over to his hard nipple. 

It was a shitty fucking time for the phone to ring. 

"Leave it," Nicko lifted his head enough to say. 

"Might be impor - fuck - Nick, stop." 


Nicko didn't, just dipped his head back down and went back to determining how much more sensitive Tico's 
nipples were now (quite a bit - good God). Tico, not really expecting him to listen, picked up the phone anyway. 


"Hello? Ow! Dammit, Nick, don't bite so hard" 
"That's how you usually like it" 


"Tico?" 


Tico smacked Nicko and shifted back a little. "Yeah, it's Tico. Who's this?" 
"Stewart." 


Tico blinked, confused for a second before his brain caught up and reminded him he'd seen Stewart and Taylor 
at some point. During the elusive night before, maybe? 


His voice sounded different - higher, a little softer - and Tico sighed. What was this, a fucking drummer 
epidemic? 


Speaking of fucking drummers..Nick, keep your goddamn hands to yourself for five seconds. Sorry, Stew. 


What's up?" 
"Uh. Did we - Taylor and | - see you last night?" 


"To be honest, | have no fucking idea Just a sec," he said, putting his hand over the mouthpiece. "Did we see 


Stewart and Taylor last night?" 

Nicko blinked, *Last night? We - uh - we - the Hell did we do last night?" 

Damn Tico frowned and lifted the phone back to his ear. "Neither one of us remembers. Sorry’ 

"See, there's the thing. Neither one of us remembers last night, either. We both woke up feeling hung over, 


which would account for the memory loss except | don't remember the last time | drank a whole night out of 


my memory, and he doesn't drink at all. And I've got your room number scribbled down - didn't know it was 


you until we called, though - and.uh. There's some other..weirdness. Anyway, tha - ' 
"Not gonna tell me what's so weird?" 

"You wouldn't believe it, trust me." 

"Try me" 

Stewart snorted. "No. But thanks. We should - " 

"When you woke up, were you a woman?" 

Silence on the other end of the line, long enough Tico had time to hope Stewart hadn't meant something 
mundane like he was wearing new clothes he didn't remember buying. But the situations were too parallel, and 


the voice - it had to be. 


"How the fuck did you know?" 


"Because the same thing happened to me. And Nicko." 


‘Obviously someone was upset at the lack of hot female drummers. You mind if we come down to your room, 


see what we can figure out?" 

"Nah, come on down. See you in a few." 

If | can get Taylor to put clothes on, you will," Stewart said, and hung up. 

Nicko was looking at Tico with what he probably thought was either a pitiful or alluring expression. "I'm going 
to assume the next words out of your mouth won't be ‘alright, time to spend the next several hours having 
hot lesbian sex', eh?" 

"Sorry. Get dressed" 


"Bah. You're no fun" 


‘lm tons of fun," Tico said, as he hunted down his jeans. "I'm a fucking one-man party. This is mildly more 


important than that." 


"Nothing's more important than - " Nicko blinked at the neatly folded stack of his clothes next to the bed. 


"Whatever else happened last night, | know you didn't undress me." 


"Huh?" Thank God his pants still fit. Big in the waist, yeah, but tight enough on his hips he wasn't gonna lose 
them. Tico had a feeling, however, he was going to regret only packing his tighter vests. 


"You're always tossin' me clothes all over the bloody place." 


‘Oh. Yeah." Tico was only half paying attention, the epic struggle with the top couple of buttons taking up most 
of his concentration. 


Success! They were holding. Barely, but good enough for now. And hey, the tightness provided a little extra 
support - more than anyone could say for Nicko's baggy t-shirt. 


"Those are gonna hang to your knees by the end of the day.” 
"Well next time you'll have to remind me to pack a ‘kin bra, smartarse." 


Whatever (surely clever) response Tico had was cut off by a knock on the door. He cracked it open - and Hell, 


Taylor didn't look half bad. 


Be My Girl 


‘Oh hey, nice cleavage," Taylor said, bouncing in, significantly more cheerful than Tico was expecting. "And holy 


beach balls, Nicko wins." 


"Don't feed his ego," Tico said, opening the door to let Stewart (who deserved some praise far higher than ‘not 
half bad’, really) in. 


"| didn't even know it was a contest.” 

Tico snorted. "Me neither. | - where the Hell did Taylor get a dress?" 
"It was in his luggage. | didn't ask" 

"| think our first order of business should be getting Nicko a bra" 


Stewart raised an eyebrow. "We woke up in women's bodies, missing significant portions of our memories, and 


you think the highest priority is lingerie?" 
"Okay, right. First order of business should be figuring out how come Tico and Nicko got the biggest boobs." 


"Let's figure out what we can here, but Tay's got a point - if we're gonna go anywhere, we're gonna need 


women's clothes," Tico said. 


"Cool. But | vote for Tico keeping that vest," Taylor said as he flopped down to sit on the bed, Stewart and 


Nicko nodding emphatically in agreement. 


"Perverts," Tico growled, but he didn't bother to hold back the smug grin. At least he got to be a hot chick. 
"Can you focus on something other than tits long enough to figure this shit out?" 


"We can give it a try," Stewart said, and sat on the bed next to Taylor. "We combed our luggage, didn't really 
find anything we didn't already know. We came for a charity dinner and performance, the last thing | remember 


is checking in and going right to bed." 


"| stayed up longer than he did, but yeah, all | did was watch some tv and then conk out. And then woke up like 
this." 


Tico nodded. "Same thing - went right to bed. Nicko was supposed to get in pretty late, | was gonna wait up but 
he got delayed a few extra hours so | gave up. Usually him getting into bed wakes me up, but | don't 


remember anything between falling asleep waiting and waking up this morning.’ 


"Right, yeah. | got in to Jersey ‘round three and you were out like a light, | even tried to wake you up." 


"Bastard. And - shit, | did see you last night, Stew. When | was checking in. Told you to call me if you stayed 


awake, we could go for drinks." 

Stewart tilted his head a little. "Thats right, you did" 

"Um, we have a really big problem," Taylor said "The, uh, charity thing's tonight. And we're chicks." 

Tico sighed and got up. "So we cancel. We'll promise donations or some shit later, but - yeah. Cancel," he said, 
digging through his bag for the packet with the contact information in it. He found it, opened his phone - and 
blinked. "Uh. What's the date?" 

"Sixteenth, innit? Yeah, | had to fly in the fifteenth for dinner on the - " 

"No. Not what date you think it is. Check" 


Stewart frowned and looked at his watch. "Says..huh. Says the seventeenth." 


Tico waved his phone. "That's what I've got, too. And the last thing | remember is checking in, which | know | 
did on the fifteenth." 


"So we lost a whole day.” 
Tico sighed and ran his fingers through his hair. "Yeah." 
"Well..dammit:" 


The room fell silent, everyone searching their minds for any little hint of what had gone on in the last 24 


hours. Tico was sure he was close to something, so close, if he could just - 


Nicko slapped his hands together the way only he could, just a few decibels louder than if he'd fired a gun in 
the room. Dammit, there went that memory. Bastard. 


“Alright. You," he said, and pointed at Taylor, "since you're dressed like an honest-to-God female, go down to 
the front desk and find out anything you can about that dinner, including whether we showed up or not. We 
can go from there." 


"Dude, send Tico. Cleavage gets answers." 


Stewart opened his mouth, probably to tell Taylor to shut up and go, but the glare and growl from Tico had 
Taylor off the bed and halfway to the door before Stewart could say anything. 


"Right, right going," he said, and he was gone. 


Tico grinned. "Scares easy, doesn’t he?" 

"Apparently," Stewart said, leaning back and folding his arms behind his head. "I think we need to talk about 
names - if we go anywhere, people are gonna look at us awfully weird if we're calling each other Nicko or 
Stewart. Nicko's easy enough, Nicki'll do." 

"Watch who you're calling easy, Stacy." 


Stewart blinked, then shrugged. "Good as anything. Taylor's all set, that one can be either. And Tico?" 


The grin on Nicko's face didn't bode well for Tico, not at all. He started running ideas through his mind as 
quickly as possible, hoping to come up with something good before Nicko - 


"Hullo there, Juanita" 

Good God, no. "Try again 

Now Stewart was grinning the same stupid way. "Why?" 

I'm not gonna be Juanita" 

"Why?" 

"Because." 

"Not good enough, love." 

Tico rolled his eyes. "I hate you both." 

"Do not. We'll wait for Taylor, get a third opinion, alright Whiny?" 

I'm not whining. And that's fine, Stace" 

"You say that like I'm the one being pouty about my name. | kinda like it, actually, its rather.perky. Oh, hey. 
maybe I'll spell it with an i, dotted with a little heart. Cheerleader trying desperately to cling to her lost youth, 
yes!” 

Nicko was staring at him. "You're bloody weird, Copeland.” 


"What, Taylor's the only one who's allowed to have fun with this?" 


Speak of the devil, and he comes bouncing into your hotel room wearing a pink dress. 


"Okay, so this is insane shi - why's Tico looking like he wants to rip your heads off?" 
Nicko turned that stupid grin to Taylor. "Juanita's a good name for us to call Tico, innit?" 
"Ooh, yeah. It's all hot-Spanish-chick" 


"See? We can't use it, I'm not Spanish. Why not ‘Tico’? Its a nickname, nicknames don't have to - ' 


‘Its a nickname for Hector. Hector's a boy's name. You can't have a boy's name," Stewart explained, in that 


somewhat shaky voice one uses when he's trying his hardest not to laugh. 
"We could call him ‘Tica’," Taylor suggested. 


"You're all going to fucking call me ‘Juanita' whether | agree or not, aren't you." He didn't say it as a question, 


he already knew the answer, but all three of them nodded anyway. Bastards. "Fine. And | hate you." 

"Do not. Anyway. Taylor, what'd you find out?" 

"Wait, hold on. Tico gets a cool name like Juanita and I'm stuck being Taylor?" 

"Yes. Now what the fuck did you find out?" Tico asked, narrowing his eyes. 

"Rrowr. Oh, and the chick at the front desk? Says there was no event like | described last night, or this week 
at all. There's some kinda school dance here tomorrow, that's it for a while. She called around - nothing at any 
other hotels or conference centers in the city, and nothing at this chain in any city within a hundred miles.” 


The other three blinked at him. 


"Well," Stewart managed to say, after a long silence, "shit. 


Cheer Up, Boys (Your Makeup is Running) 


Every single one of them had, at one point or another, accompanied a woman to the lingerie department. And 
as little fun as that was, each of them would gladly agree to be the purse holders and givers of opinions 
rather than the shoppers right then 


"Someone remind me," Tico said, looking over the rows and rows of lacy bras, "why we're doing this now, 


instead of trying to figure shit out?" 


"Because if we don't constrain Nicko's - er, Nicki's - tits, they'll start eating small children," Taylor said, 


earning him two eye rolls and one rather smug grin 


“Because we've hit a wall, so we might as well take care of practicalities. And being out and about might jog 
our memories. And | think we all want to see you in something red and lacy," Stewart said with a wink. Tico just 


snorted when Stewart handed him a bra that was, well, red and lacy. 
"Fucking perverts. And how the fuck do | know what size | am?" 
‘Oh, don't worry! Lots of women don't know their size. | can measure you, if you'd like." 


The look on Tico's face at the chirpy voice behind him had to be pretty damned horrified, judging from the 
way Stewart was having fucking convulsions with the effort of holding in his laughter. 


"Uh. Well, | - uh." 


"Don't worry, I'm a professional. And you wouldn't believe how many women wear the wrong size without even 


knowing - that can cause so many problems, you know? Everyone should have a good fitting every now and 


then" 


Tico sighed. There really wasn't a graceful way to get out of this - but at least he wouldn't be alone. "That'd 
be great, thanks. My friends could probably use fittings, too," he said, turning to her with the most sincere 
smile he could muster. She was young, and blonde, and perky enough her blood would probably make a decent 


substitute for coffee. Ugh. 

"I thought so! Excellent. Line up, girls," she said, in that impossibly cheerful tone. 

No more fucking complaining about holding purses, Tico told himself as he raised and lowered his arms and let 
her feel him up with the tape measure. She chirped some numbers at him, pointed at a section of wall, and 


moved on to Stewart, then Taylor. Businesslike, at least. 


Until she got to Nicko. She blinked, frowned, and stood on tiptoe to reach where she needed to. "Ooh, you're a 
big girl, aren't you?" 


Nicko looked somewhat mortified; Tico had to turn around so he wouldn't end up in the line of fire for laughing. 
She finished, and Nicko grumbled out a thanks, smacking Tico on his way to the far section of wall she'd 
pointed him to. Tico just rolled his eyes, snickered, and went to work 


He'd finally managed to find a couple inoffensively plain ones (and given up arguing with Stewart over the stupid 
red thing, perverted bastard) when Taylor nudged him. 


"Your man - uh, woman's pouting," 

He most definitely was. Goddammit. Tico sighed, wandered over, and slid his arm around Nicko's waist. 
"Something wrong?" 

"No." 

"Nick" 

"You'll laugh at me." 

"Jesus Christ, Nick, just tell me what's wrong." 

Nicko sighed. "All the bras in my size are ugly." 

Tico bit down - hard - on his knee-jerk reaction of for fuck's sake, dont be an idot Because yeah, that was an 
immensely stupid thing, but Hell, they were chicks now and he didn't know how deep that went, and it was less 
stupid for "Nicki" to care. Or something. 

"Does it matter? Not like anyone's gonna see it" 


"Oh yeah?" Nicko asked, pulling the lace abomination out of Tico's small pile. 


"That's Stew - acy being an idiot. For fuck's sake, if l'm stuck with these things for the rest of my hfe | doubt 


Ill ever wear it" 

"Even if | ask you to?" 

"Pervert," Tico said, but he was grinning. Stupid idiotic womanly crisis averted. 

"No, Taylor, I'm not buying a negligee," Stewart said over his shoulder as he crossed the floor to join them. 


"Guys? Er, gals? | think we need to get out of lingerie before he's got us all in garters and corsets and 
whatever other stripper shit he can find." 


Tico snickered and they started towards the escalators, Taylor following but protesting he wasn't done yet and 
they hadn't tried anything on and the other three weren't being any fun the entire way. 


He was lucky to be escaping with his life after ten minutes in the women's clothing section. Every time Tico 


reached for a shirt Taylor would bat at his hand and remind him the vest was "fucking hot, come on" 
Stewart, who knew Tico a little better and recognized the signs of impending death, thankfully intervened. 
“Taylor, go back upstairs and pick something out for me. If we're still women tonight? I'll wear whatever the 
Hell it is. Really." 

"You're a fucking saint," Tico said as Taylor bounced off. 

"How he manages to continue thinking with his dick when he doesn't have one is beyond me." 

"And you're any better?" 


Stewart just grinned. "Of course | am. Keep the vest" 


| really don't think any of this is going to fit me," Nicko said, coming up behind them. "Lookit this! In what 


bloody universe is this /arge? Be falling out all over the place, | will, bits flapping everywhere." 


"Don't take this the wrong way, Nick," Stewart said, taking the rather smallish shirt from him, “but |, uh, think 


you need plus sizes." 


‘Oh well isn't that just bloody wonderful" Off he went, and from the look on his face there was probably a 


greater chance he was off to breathe fire and stomp on small children than to look at bigger clothes. 
Tico sighed. "Right. I'll go play crisis aversion" 

Excellent plan. I'll be over as soon as | find something pretty.’ 

Pretty. Right. 


Nicko was indeed in the plus-sized clothes, no fires or corpses to be found, just a couple of shirts he was 


glaring at. 

"Don't tell me - the blouses insulted your mother." 

"Theyre so ugh 

There was a part of him - a very large part - that was having a very hard time taking this seriously. 


Because now would be an excellent time to remind him his wardrobe consisted entirely of t-shirts covered 


with either cartoon characters or album covers and jeans he'd been carting around since the invention of 


denim, but he once again reminded himself this had to be the result of whatever turned them into women. In 


which case, calling him a moron would probably not be the ideal course to take here. 

"Good" 

"Good?" 

"Have you seen how annoying Taylor's being? This way you get to laugh at me instead of deal with it! 
Nicko snorted and kept digging through the rack 


"Besides," Tico said, stepping forward and copping a generous feel of Nicko's ass, "you attract too much 


attention, I'm gonna have to get possessive, and that's really unladylike." 


That got him. Laughing one of those horrid booming laughs that echoed all over the damn place, he 
straightened up and turned around. "Love, there isn't a ladylike thing about you," he said, tugging Tico close. 


"Except the tits." 
"Except the tits, yes." 
"And the - " 


"No screwing in public," Stewart admonished cheerfully. "Although | imagine if you have to do it, itd be better 
in those bodies. Find anything?" 


"Just gonna stick with me own clothes, | think" 

"Cool. I'm going for sequins." 

Tico raised an eyebrow. "You're just as bad as Taylor.” 

Its not bad, it's taking advantage of a new opportunity. Sparkly advantage." 

"Sparkly? Excellent," Taylor said, having arrived from the lingerie department - carrying an unreasonably large 
bundle of silk and lace and strappy things - just in time to hear about the sequins. "And | couldn't decide on 
just one. Oh, and | grabbed a couple things for Juanita, too." 

"Juanita's not interested," Tico growled. 


"No, but Nicki is, so it's all good, eh? Now, are we about ‘kin done here?" Nicko asked. 


"Yeah," Tico said, before anyone could think of something else they might need. "We need to get the fuck down 


to working this out" 


"Wait, | wanted to get shoes," Taylor protested, but the other three were already well on their way to the 


checkout aisles. 

If the college guys outside the store had realized exactly how bad Tico's mood was and exactly how much he 
wanted to hurt anyone who made his day worse, they would have thought twice - at least twice - about 
approaching. 

"Excuse me! Miss? Uh, the blonde Miss." 


Taylor turned, and the blank smile had Tico thinking of every single blonde joke he'd ever heard. "Yes?" 


‘Sorry to bother you, but my roommate bet me someone as gorgeous as you had to be spoken for, and | 
never turn down a bet, so | had to come ask So how ‘bout it, gorgeous? You available?" 


This was one of those times Tico was glad he'd never bothered with college - no need to ask himself if he was 


this fucking irritating when he was a student. 
"Spoken for. Sorry, sweetie,” Taylor said. 
"Damn. And you?" 

Stewart shook his head. "Can't help you, kid” 


"You girls are bad for my wallet” Please, please let that be the end of it. Nope - he turned to Tico. "What 


about you, chica? You single? Any chance you like younger men?" 


Stewart, in his infinite wisdom, managed to drop his bag in the line of fire just in time to stop Tico from kicking 
the fucker in the balls. "No," he managed to growl out, between gritted teeth. 


"Shame. Three lucky men and none of ‘em are me" 

Nicko cleared his throat. Tico suddenly had a bad, bad feeling about how this was going to end. 

"Well. Three strikes, I'm out. Nice talking to you lovely ladies," he said, and wandered back over to his friends. 
“Jesus, that was - " 

"Bloody fucking Hell, that is i l'm a ‘kin woman and | have no blessed idea how or why and on top of that | don't 
even get to be pretty like the rest of you, but Ive been handling it with me usual grace and good ‘kin nature 


but for the love of all that is holy there are only so many bloody indignities a man can takel | had to get the 
ugly bras and the ugly clothes and the stupid perverted lad ignored me and |. Have. Had. It." 


There were several possible reactions that flickered through Tico's head. 


He could laugh, because let's be honest, Nicko McBrain in any form complaining about not being pretty enough 
was funny. He could storm over and punch college idiot until he couldn't see well enough to judge who was hot, 
that was awfully appealing. Or he could keep doing what he was - stare blankly, blink occasionally, and hope 
somehow that defused the situation 


"Nick, dude. Look at it like this - you get to almost keep your name intact, wear your own comfy clothes, 
watch Tico - Juanita - parade around in the lingerie | got her - and shut up, you know even with all that 
protesting you're gonna end up wearing for Nicki - and you get to laugh at us dealing with assholes rather 


than deal with them yourself. Why is this a problem?" 
"Okay, when you put it like that, spose it's not so bad." 
This would probably be the last time he'd think it today..but thank fuck for Taylor. 


"Oh, and if any one of you breathe a bloody word of that to anyone else? | won't leave enough pieces for your 


loved ones to bury." 


Last Man Standing 


"| think," Nicko mumbled against Tico's neck, "| should thank Stewart for picking this out." 


It felt like all Tico had done all day was bitch and argue - even when they'd gotten back to the hotel, he was 
the only one who thought they should start digging for information rather than shower and change and take a 
little while to decompress. And when he got out of the shower to see Nicko had replaced the nice boring bra 
he'd put with his pile of clothes with the stupid red thing, more arguing. 


So it was nice, having given in and put the damn thing on (not as uncomfortable as it looked, at least) to just 
lie back and let Nicko say - and do - some very agreeable things. Besides, what better way to restore 


someone's self-esteem than with dirty hot sex? 


Of course, with the way his day had gone, it wasn't any surprise that Stewart and Taylor knocked on the door 


right as Nicko's lips moved down from his neck to his chest. 


"Maybe we shouldn't answer it," he said, and Nicko laughed but got off the bed and started for the door 


anyway, leaving Tico to scowl and button his vest back up. 

Taylor didn't even bother to say hi, just bounced right in past Nicko. "I figured it out!" 

"No you didn't," Stewart said, following him in. "You figured something out" 

"Close enough. Anyway," Taylor said, as Nicko rejoined Tico on the bed and Stewart settled into an armchair, 
"you know that information packet about the nonexistent dinner? There was a handwritten thank you letter. 
Neither one of us recognize the writing, but we thought if one of you two did itd be y'know, a lead." 

Tico shook his head, but took the paper Taylor was holding out anyway. "Its a good thought, but if someone 
went to the trouble of setting up a fake event to trap us, they're probably not stupid enough to use their 


own - " 


He stopped, and blinked a couple times at the paper - and the little niggly shadow of a memory he'd lost earlier 
slapped him right in the face. 


The other three just stared at him when he started to laugh. 
"What the Hell?" 
"Its Jon's," he managed. "That's Jon's writing.” 


"No shit?" Stewart asked. 


Tico didn't answer, laughing so hard his face was turning red. Taylor frowned. "Dude, it's not that funny." 
‘Long day, he's just letting off some steam," Nicko said 

"That all? Fuck, Ive been trying to get him to do that all day.” 

"And | told you upstairs, it was a valiant effort but you were just making it worse" 

"Or maybe this was my plan all along - get him wound even tighter so something little could set him off" 


"Is a good thing you're cute," Stewart said, pulling him to sit down in the other chair, "because you damn 


sure aren't getting anywhere on your brains." 


"Oh God, that idiot," Tico finally said. "Ive got a note from him in my luggage somewhere, a setlist to look 


over.” 


Stewart shook his head. "I was absolutely positive we'd come down here and neither of you would recognize it. 


He's a special one, isn't he?" 

"Yeah. Just a sec, I'll find out how special," Tico said, and pulled out his cell phone. 
"Love, | don't think calling him is - " 

"No, no, l'm calling David. If Jon's as stupid as | think - David! Hey, its Tico." 
"Hey, Teek. Something wrong?" 

"Uh, no" 

"Your voice is.. dunno, off. You sound sick. What's up?" 

"You have any idea where Jon is today?" 


"| think he said he was gonna be at that warehouse he's wanting to convert to a studio. The one where we did 


those photo shoots couple years ago.” 
"Excellent. Thanks." 


"No problem. And drink some tea or some shit, your voice really sounds weird. Maybe cut down on the deep 


throating." 


"You always give such good advice, idiot," Tico said, and hung up. "Jon's really special. Who wants to take a field 
trip?" 


The idea of randomly buying an abandoned warehouse had struck Tico as a little odd, but Jon had a habit of 
impulse-buying real estate the way other people bought novelty pens at grocery store checkouts, so he hadn't 
really given it a second thought. 

"Any idea what the security's like?" Taylor asked. 


"Pfft. If | know Jon," Tico said, striding up to the door and resting his hand on the knob, "we can just waltz 
right - " 


The door didn't budge, but a very loud alarm started going off, blaring "Intruder! Intruder!" over the deserted 
dock. 


Damn. He should've known, what with his hideout being the abandoned warehouse by the old pier, Jon's love of 


cliché had overridden his usual neglect for personal security. 


The door swung open and Tico fell at someone's feet. Sting's feet. Jesus Christ, they'd stumbled on some 


secret cabal of villainous singers. Perfect. 


"They found us," Sting called over his shoulder, and after an unintelligible response from behind him, he smiled 


and stepped back. "Come on in, ladies." 


Tico's initial thought, about the cabal of singers, appeared to be right - Sting, Jon, Bruce and Dave were all 
there. 


Of course, the "villainous" image was marred slightly when Bruce saw Nicko and laughed so hard he fell out of 
his chair. Good, that'd put him at the top of Nicko's "to kill" list, which meant Nicko's rage could be an Iron 


Maiden issue, not a Tico issue when this was all over. 


"Very clever, finding us out," Jon said, when Bruce calmed down enough to right himself in his chair (although 


he was still shaking, and somewhat purple in the face). 


"Clever? You gave us letters in your own handwriting, hid out at a warehouse you know I've been to, and told 


David where you were." 
"I told you the letters were a bad idea," Sting said. 


"Shut up. And okay, so | left a trail a blind man could follow. Doesn't change how cool my plan was. ls." 


"Right, cool is exactly the word I'd use," Stewart said. "So you just woke up one day and decided it'd be fun if 


all your drummers were women?" 
"And if it's your plan, what the ‘kin Hell is Bruce doing here? He hates you." 
"We've set aside our differences," Jon said. 


"And by that he means he's not allowed to speak to me, on punishment of being womanized himself," Bruce 


clarified with a grin 

"Hey, | asked my question first 

"Right. See, we agreed you guys were getting too much attention,” Sting said. "And decided it was time for a 
change. So we got you in the same place, pumped you full of night-night drugs, put you through our handy 
little machine, and presto.” 

Tico blinked. "Your idea to make people pay less attention to us was to make us hot chicks?" 

"Well, uh, we, uh, well - it worked on Nicko," said Sting. 

‘Hey! 

"About that - we're supposed to believe Bruce was jealous of Meko?" Taylor asked. 


"Now what's that supposed to mean?" 


“Actually, I'm just here ‘cause | wanted to see how Nicko would look as a woman. Pretty much exactly like | 


pictured, scarily enough." 


Nicko was looking rather put out; Tico just hoped it didn't lead to another outburst. Wouldn't want Bruce to 
suffocate himself laughing. 


Jon shook his head. "No, no, that's not why. It's a publicity thing - missing band members leads to lots of news 
coverage, news coverage leads to album sales. And replacing them with women leads to accolades, and more 
male fans, and more album sales. Business." 

| have a vagina because of business?" Stewart asked. 

"Yep. Neat plan, huh?" 


"I just wanna point out," Dave cut in, "I just did it ‘cause | forgot Taylor's birthday and | owed him one." 


Taylor grinned. "You know me too well." 


"Right" Tico stepped forward. "Bruce got his laugh, Dave made Taylor happy, we've established that Sting's idea 
was stupid and | don't think we really need to go into how fucking moronic Jon's is, so how about changing us 

back? And before you answer, | should point out that the way Bruce feels about Jon I'm sure he'd be happy to 
help us out, and since Dave was doing this for fun I'm sure he'd rather step aside than fight, so itll be five on 


two if we get the wrong answer." 
Jon only took a second to look over the four of them - and Bruce - before he stood up. "Uh, right this way." 


The machine, which looked more like a scrap heap than anything sophisticated enough to fuck with the 
physiology of a human being, was hidden behind a partition in the back of the warehouse. 


"Where the Helld you even get something like this?" Stewart asked. 

"Toss enough money the right way and science can do anything," Jon said. "Its a little off - we meant to make 
Nicko menopausal but | think the hormones ended up a little closer to pregnant woman than menopausal woman 
- but it does the job." 

Well at least that explained the fucking pouting. Sting switched the machine on - from the look of it Tico 
expected clattering and clanging and other piece-of-shit-machine noises, but it just whirred a bit and settled 


into a quiet hum. 


"Now, if it's publicity you want," Stewart started, looking over the machine, "why not tell the world about this 
thing?" 


"The carbon footprint is shit," Sting told him. "We'd lose all those accolades we get for doing ‘save the earth 
concerts. Alright, she's warmed up. Who's first?" 


Nicko almost bowled them all over rushing towards the thing, sending Bruce into another laughing fit. 


"Oh, we kinda forgot to mention, the process is kinda - " Nicko's agonized scream tore through the warehouse, 


cutting Dave off. "Uh, kinda painful. | think we've got more knockout drugs, though." 
One more scream, and the remaining three women held out their hands. 
Tico had just taken his when Nicko emerged, looking rather shaken, but - thank God - like himself again. 


Satisfied that it worked, he didn't bother resisting when the drugs kicked in and the edges of his vision started 
going fuzzy. 


Epilogue 


‘| wish you'd stop looking at me like that," Jon said, crossing his arms and meeting his drummer's glare. "Not 


like its my fault the stupid thing broke before we could change you back." 


Juanita growled and turned back to the mirror to finish putting her lipstick on. "It's your fault | needed 
changing in the first goddamn place, jackass." 


"Sting came up with the chick thing first. And anyway, we're getting it fixed" 
Juanita sighed. "And how long did you say that would take?" 
"Month or so. Look at it this way, though - think how much publicity you'll get when the mysteriously 


vanished Tico Torres just as mysteriously reappears, totally unharmed! I'll get you on some good talk shows, 


and - " 


David looked up from his newspaper at the shriek that tore through the backstage lounge. "The fuck was 
that?" 


"Uh," Richie got off the couch and peeked out into the hall. "Chick-Tico is strangling Jon with a lacy red bra" 


"Oh. Cool," David said, and turned to the sports page. 


